Kung Yee Fat Choy by Wright, Kirby
© Providence College 
 
The author(s) permits users to copy, distribute, display, and perform this work under the following 
conditions: (1) the original author(s) must be given proper attribution; (2) this work may not be 
used for commercial purposes; (3) the users may not alter, transform, or build upon this work; (4) 
users must make the license terms of this work clearly known for any reuse or distribution of this 
work. Upon request, as holder of this work’s copyright, the author(s) may waive any or all of these 
conditions. 
 
The Prose Poem: An International Journal is produced by 
The Berkeley Electronic Press (bepress) 
for the Providence College Digital Commons. 
http://digitalcommons.providence.edu/prosepoems/ 
THE PROSE POEM: 
AN INTERNATIONAL JOURNAL 
 
Volume 2 | 1993 
Kung Yee Fat Choy 
Kirby Wright 
 
Kirby Wright 
KUNG YEE FAT CHOY 
1. 
"Kung Yee Fat Choy! Kung Yee Fat Choy!" Mr. Lee screams from 
beneath hospital sheets, "Happy New Year!" 
"Not yet," I correct. 
"Almost, Mr. Fong! Almost!" Lee pleads. "Only 3 hours more. Then, 
the Year of the Dragon!" 
Sure. 3 hours from them carving another year in my marble. Years 
link up like a cord of porkloin sausage swinging behind storefront 
glass. Outside, in twilight Chinatown, gunpowder thunders its execu-
tion of the dying year. 
It's about time for that stainless steel bedpan when I consider my 
lungs. I'm waiting for cold, probing metal to bleed cherry blossoms 
from me. I've become a harvest of flowers, for doctors. 
2. 
At 8 a.m. my gurney comes. I roll towards a tunnel, past doors with 
tiny windows. Taking a ride. Silk palms sway from planters filled 
with filters. Smells menthol. I cry from Dragon eyes. 
How many seconds could just one more bone-white cigarette ex-
tract? 
Inside the tunnel, emergency keyboards static. I'm heading for some-
thing beyond pure chainsaw. Then the wheels stop. I squirm on the 
gurney. A nurse stands in the open doorway, a nicotine halo circling 
her head. 
